296,  WITH THE  PILGRIMS TO  MECCA

Dipped them in the cup of ink, he closed his eyes, and then
raised his voice in an incantation that lasted several minutes.
Not a single word could I understand. When it was over
he opened his eyes, and, saying the word " Bismillah," pro-
ceeded to draw with one of the rods on my right temple
five perpendicular lines crossed by five horizontal ones, thus
forming sixteen tiny squares. The same pattern was traced
on the left temple with the second rod. Several magic
hieroglyphics besides were inscribed in the same manner
behind my ears and on the nape of my neck.

After every operation the good doctor would pause to
ask me: " Is the pain gone now ?" Four times did I tell
him the truth; then, fearing that he would begin to tattoo
my body, I assured the persevering little man that I never
felt better in my life. His joy knew no bounds. Raising
his hands to heaven, he cried, " Praise be to God Almighty,
who hath sent to this poor family a power so miraculous.
The secret was bequeathed to my father by the Lord God,
and when my father died he left it to me as an inheritance.
On no account must you wash off the signs until to-morrow
morning; for if you do the pain will return to punish you.
The blight of the Evil Eye was the cause of your headache.
Go in peace. You are welcome."

The following day I set out on my homeward journey,
taking Seyyid 'AH with me as far as Jiddah; and when I
said good-bye to him I felt that I was losing an entertain-
ing companion. That the reader may experience the same
feeling of loss in parting from me is my dearest hope on
bidding him farewell.